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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
TWO POEMS 

WHENCE? 

I do not know who sings my songs 
Before they are sung by me. 

For my mind is an ordered house 
Where never a song should be; 
And the world is the sort of a place 
That my judicious spirit grieves. 
Yet when my thoughts are seated round 
With their eyes upon the ground, 
The little songs come flimmering 
Like swallows round the eaves. 

And when my life is as dry as a gourd, 

My heart the pebble, rattled by despair, 

Shaken at the funeral 

Of all the gods that were, 

I stretch my thoughts in the empty room- 

And suddenly my songs are there. 

UNWORTHY LOVE 

How is it with my heart 
Since I can love you? 
Flawed in the casting, 
So that your spirit, 
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When I strike it with nobleness, 
Rings no tone truly. 

Yet, at that flattened note, 
The soul of every sense, 
Shouldering each on each, 
Runs and looks out of the windows, 
While deep in the house of life 
Age-long, unimagined instincts 
Bay at the voice of the master. 
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PRESAGE 

He has loved me for my gaiety, 

Not for quiet moods or thoughts that bless; 
He has loved me for my wayward grace, 

Not because he knew my tenderness. 

So our love is transient, and as frail 

As a moth or darting dragonfly. 
There's no memory of peace to heal 

Any wound that comes. Our love will die. 

F. S. Putnam 
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